CHAPTER XXVI
AS A PRELUDE TO COMO
AY 23rd. Whitsunday. . . . Pilzone, Bergamo, Va-
renna. Very thick driving; bicycle-races," says the
liary; for we had decided to go on to Como.
It was one of those long-distance races that Italy adores,
vith thin lads in gaudy jerseys, and with numbers tied on
heir backs, making what time they can over Italy's sharp
rills and through dust and roughness. Every little town was
ammed, but it was at Ponte San Pietro we had our first real
aste of what a bicycle-race means; roped-off crowds, flags,
)ooths, and shouting; all the paraphernalia of holiday, in-
:luding hoots of disgust at the sight of little Nicolette creep-
ng into their midst. The road took a sharp uphill turn,
;arrying crowds, ropes, and booths with it; and the instant
Nicolette came in sight, fresh snarls of what sounded like
late, rage, and disappointment broke from the throats of
mndreds of spectators who had heard the previous shouting
ind thought that a large squad of racers was about to burst
ipon them. Arms waved, chins were furiously stuck out at us,
epithets flew; feeling hot and superfluous we went grinding
ip the hill, and were attaining a slight zone of peace, when
L roaring behind us announced the coming of the riders at
ast. Roars, whistles, hoots!
"And here's the Committee," said Babs. "Behold the arm-
)ands!" For three important citizens were capering before us.
"Sinistra! sinistra!" they shouted. Left, left!
Very well, we'd sinistra; keep your hair on, darlings. We
ooked back, expecting thunderbolts and lightning-flashes at
east . . . and behind us in a sort of harmless jingling and
Tinkling, with a low murmur of talk and in entire amity,
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